Toward the horizon the lightning was zigzagging back 61
and forth. Now the waves began to strike us from all
directions. It took all our strength to hold on to the mast
with two hands. We could see Spetsai clearly, the build-
ings looking ghastly, as if they had vomited up their in-
sides. Oddly enough, neither of us had any fear. I didn't
know till afterwards that Katsimbalis had a dread o£ the
sea, being a highlander and not an islander. His face was
radiant. Now and then he yelled—"Homeric, what?'3
Good old Katsimbalis! Crazy like all the Greeks. Terri-
fied of the sea he was and yet he had never said a word
about it. "We'll have a good meal," he yelled, "if we
make it." He had hardly gotten the words out of his
mouth when a snarling, whistling spout of water gave us
such a clout that I thought we were done for. But the boat
was like a cork. Nothing could keel her over or push her
down. We looked at each other knowingly, as if to say,
"well, if she weathered that she'll weather anything."
We became exultant and shouted crazy words of encour-
agement as if it were a horse we were riding. "Are you
ail right back there?" Katsimbalis shouted over his shoul-
der, hardly daring to look back for fear he would find
the -man overboard. "Malista" came the reply. What a
beautiful word for yes, I thought to myself. And then I
thought of the first Greek phrase I had learned—(<ligo
nero, se $ara> kalon ... a little water, please. Water,
water . . . it was running out of my eyes and earsj down
my neck, into my belly-button, between my toes. "Bad
for the rheumatism," shouted Katsimbalis. "Not too bad,"
I yelled, "you'll have a good appetite."
There was a little crowd at the quay when we landed.
The gendarme eyed us suspiciously. Whgt had brought
us to a place like Spetsai in such weather ... why hadn't
we come on the- big boat? What was our business? The
fact that Katsimbalis was a Greek and had gotten off the

